Zabiakin came towards Makeev He stopped, and struck
three matches before he could get his pipe to draw
'Look here,5 said Makeev, laying his hand on Zabia-
kin's shoulder He had made up his mind not to let
Zabiakin go without getting some information out of him
'Look here, what exactly is happening?'
'Well, my dear fellow, if you think I know '
Zabiakin pulled hard at his pipe 'Between ourselves, I've
an idea that things aren't going very well with Semionov'
'Do you really mean that?'
*I do9 Zabiakin looked up and down the street There
was nobody within earshot 'The irregulars are marching
on Chita,' he went on, quickly 'The garrison aren't to
be trusted And the winter 's coming on '
'And what about the Japanese?'
'I tell you the winter *s coming on The Japanese don't
like the cold It's all right for us'
'You're not telling me everything,' interjected Makeev
'After all, we're old comrades'
'What do you want me to tell you? The Baron spent
the whole night writing letters and issuing orders He
didn't say anything You can go and ask him if you like *
'But seriously,' persisted Makeev, 'is that all you can
tdl me?'
'That's all'
'Well what about Senuonov?'
'A few weeks ago he went on leave for reasons of health
If you ask me, he's backing out of the game He's done
for,' Zabiakin burst out, violently He held out his pipe,
which had gone out, and added 'Look at that1' as
though it were a conclusive argument
Ungern came out of the station As he passed the two
officers, he cried, in a voice which ended in a shout
'To your posts, gentlemen, to your postsf'
As he went on, he dropped a piece of paper which he
had crumpled up in his hand Makeev hurried to pick up